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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

This was originally meant to be a oneshot followup to my Mistakes fic, but as | was writing it, | kind of didn't 
know how | wanted to end it exactly, so | decided to leave it open-ended so that | can go back and add more 
details about Phil and Cliff's relationship and how it formed as it comes to me. Also, this chapter doesn't really 
have anything adult in it yet, | just have the fic as a whole preemptively flagged as adult for content to follow 
in future chapters. But enough of my rambling, hope you guys enjoy it! 


Cliff grit his teeth slightly, staring down into the dark, swirling liquid of his coffee as he did his best to keep 

his temper down. Now, he was usually a pretty patient guy, and after dealing with Phil for so long he'd been 

fairly confident that he had the whole "no fucks given" thing down pat. Yet here he was, sat across the small 
hotel breakfast table from Bon, and the singer was sorely testing the limits of his legendary patience. 


Worst of all, the smug bastard hadn't even said a word, not one fucking word. He was just sitting there on the 
other side of the small, round table, with his trademark toothless smile contorted into a shit-eating grin. One 
he'd been holding for a good five minutes. 


Cliff had done his best to ignore it, a skill he'd mastered down to an art form, thanks in no small part to Phil. 
But the unwavering, unchanging twinkle of mischief and smugness in the other's eyes was beginning to get to 
him. It was like having your little sibling stare you down with a knowing smirk after they'd just found out a big 
secret of yours. 

And holy fuck, was it irritating. 

The bassist closed his eyes, taking in a deep breath and holding it for a minute. Bon wasn't going to let up on 
this, and shit, he should've known after he'd found him and Phil in bed together that the singer would subject 
him to a Spanish inquisition of sorts.. but he'd been hoping that it wouldn't have happened the next fucking 


morning... 

Finally, he let out a heavy sigh, his shoulders dropping in irritation as he shot Bon a slightly venomous glare. 
"Fine, go ahead and ask.." 

Bon feigned a look of innocence, giving Cliff a patronizing ‘why, whatever do you mean? type look, and it damn 
near drove the bassist's patience past its breaking point. Bon enjoyed pushing people's buttons and limits, but 
he thankfully had a pretty good grasp on when to keep pushing and when to back off a bit.. but only a bit. 

"So, uh.. who's the girl in the relationship?" 

Cliff dropped his head into his hand, letting out a frustrated sigh through his nose. The hand on his coffee cup 
tightened, denting the flimsy material inward slightly before he lifted it up to his mouth and took a sip. The 
warmth from the dark liquid soothed him slightly, though still not all that much.. 

"Well, last | checked Phil an’ | were both blokes, so I'd have to say neither fuckin’ one of us, Bon 

"Hey, hey, take it easy, | wasn't tryin’ to be insultin'." 

"Really? ‘Cause you're doin’ a spectacular job of it, mate.." 

Bon winced slightly, his shit-eating-grin faltering into a somewhat sheepish smile. It was genuine, apologetic, and 
it made Cliff relax a little bit more. It was rare that the seemingly infallible Bon Scott ever made a mistake he 
regretted, let alone owned up to it, so Cliff savored the moment while he could. 

‘Sorry... | didn't mean it like-" 

"I know, | know, you meant ‘who's the one who takes it up the arse’, right?" 

Now it was Cliffs turn to crack a shit-eating grin as Bon's cheeks flushed ever-so-slightly. For a man who 


wrote such wholesome gems as ‘Go Down’ and ‘Big Balls’, he could be surprisingly modest and polite in friendly 


conversation. 


"Well, er.. yeah?" 


Cliff rolled his eyes, taking another swig of coffee from his cup. God, Bon could be one nosy son of a bitch 


sometimes. 


"Well.. not that its any of yer fuckin’ business." the bassist spat teasingly, his smirk widening as Bon wilted 
under the comment a little bit more. "But.. most ‘a the time, I'm the one on the bottom" 


In a flash, he could see that wolfish spark return to Bon's eyes and Cliff narrowed his, as if to say ‘Don't get 


too ahead of yourself or I'll give you a verbal ass-beating’. 

"Most of the time?" 

"Yeah, well.. Phil's kinda new to this whole ‘bein’ with another guy’ thing. It weirded ‘im out a lot at first, so | 
let him top so he feels more comfortable ‘bout it" Not that he minded of course. Phil brought a wonderful 
combination of skill and eagerness to his bedroom techniques that would leave Cliffs legs delightfully wobbly 
for days on end.. 


"But he doesn't always?" 


"Again, not that its any of yer fuckin’ business." he hissed, playing up how much he was actually irritated for 


the sake of making Bon squirm uncomfortably. Call it revenge for how Bon had made him squirm earlier. 
"But no, he lets me top ‘im sometimes." 
"An that don't make him uncomfortable?" 


Cliff shrugged. "Nah. Like | told ya last night, we've been at this since about a month after | joined up. He's had 
some time tlet it sink in an’ get used to it all. He's better about it now than he used tbe." 


Bon let out a chuckle, shaking his head in a bemused marrer. 
"Funny, s'hard to imagine Phil bein’ scared ‘a anythin." 


"Believe me, he puts on a brave face fer a lot more than you think" the bassist said with a smirk, finishing off 


his coffee. 
"Oh does he now?" 
"Forget it, mate. That stuffs way too personal fer me tshare with ya" 


"What, suddenly y'don't kiss ‘n tell?" Bon shot him a look of disbelief. Considering that he and Bon had shared 


women before, Cliff couldn't blame him for being a little surprised. 
"Not when things get serious | don't." 


The silence that suddenly came over them smacked Cliff in the face like an anvil. He raised an eyebrow at Bon, 


confused at the singer's suddenly bewildered expression. 

"Whoa. so, this isn’t like, just a thing where you guys fuck each other when y'can't find any birds tget with?" 
Cliff suddenly let out a chuckle, shaking his head as he tossed his now empty coffee cup into a nearby bin 
"We wouldn't have gone out to see a movie last night if it were, Bon" 

"So thats why it was so damn quiet last night." the singer said with a wry grin, the shock seeming to wear 
off a little bit as he let the information he'd just learned process in his head. Bon was a fairly easygoing and 
open-minded guy, but he also wore his heart on his sleeve, and wasn't very good at covering up his initial 
reactions to things sometimes. Cliff was just grateful that he bounced back so quickly once he had a minute to 
let things sink in. 

"Yeah man, havin' someone walk in on you being sucked off by yer boyfriend kills a mood pretty quick" 

"0i, who said you could use the b-word in public ya daft bastard?" 

"And good mornin’ to you too Phil” Cliff replied without missing a beat as Phil was suddenly beside him, taking 
a seat at the table with a cup of coffee in hand. There were dark bags under his eyes, the bright blue orbs 
half-lidded from grogginess and lingering sleep. The drummer, like the rest of the band, was a virtual zombie 
until he got some caffeine in him. 

"Yididn't answer my question, ya git. | thought we were supposed thave rules about this stuff" 


"Well, Bon saw us break like, all of ‘em last night, so.." 


Phil just shrugged, too tired to keep arguing as he began to slowly nurse his coffee, desperate to get some 


caffeine in his system. 


"Bon's been askin’ me a lot ‘a personal questions this mornin’. You should've seen the look on his face when | 


told him things were serious with us." 
The singer made a face at Cliff, scowling firmly as Phil let out a sleepy chuckle. 
"Hell, he should'a seen mine when we talked about things gettin’ serious." 


"If | remember right mate, /was the one doin’ most of the talkin’, you were chain-smokin' a carton of fags 


trying to keep calm." Cliff teased, the drummer rolling his eyes and blushing slightly at the memory. He 
reached over and fondly ruffled Phil's silky hair, a gesture the drummer knew as a public substitute for a 
reassuring kiss on the cheek. 


‘So... alright, wait, back up a second." Bon piped up, a look plastered on his face that indicated the gears in his 
head had been turning and he'd just pieced something together. "Just.. how exactly did you two get together? 


‘Cause | ain't gonna lie, this kinda seems like it's comin’ outta bloody nowhere to me." 


"Guess we did a better job ‘a hidin’ it than we thought" Phil replied, seeming a little more perky now that he'd 


gotten some coffee in him. 
"C'mon you guys, seriously. | mean, if it ain't a personal question, I'd really like tknow..” 


Cliff cast a look over at his tired lover, the two of them sharing a look for a minute. He waited for a nod from 


the drummer before he turned his attention back to Bon. 


"Well, like | said mate, it all started about a month after | joined up.." 


